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EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT 



Rain is falling in heavy sheets against pavement. Music can 
be heard from a nearby club, but all the fun is far away. 
There's no one in the street and no cars are passing by, 
even though the night is still young. The front of the bar 
is dimly illuminated by an "OPEN" sign. 

INT. BAR - NIGHT 

The bar is empty and quiet except for a TV in the corner. 
The music from the clubs down the street is inaudible in 
here. The only thing that can be heard is the heavy rain 
outside . 

A couple lone drunks are hanging out, keeping to themselves. 

Sitting at the bar is EZRA. His head is shaved cleanly by 
habit. His clothes are trim and neat. He's sitting painfully 
straight for a loner at a bar. He rubs his head anxiously, 
looking around the bar. 

The bartender interrupts his train of thought. 

BARTENDER 
Everything all right there, Ezzy? 

EZRA winces at the nick name. 

EZRA 

Yeah, yeah, it's fine. Another one 
of these please. 

EZRA shakes his glass. 

BARTENDER 
You guys all drink the same. I'm 
not complaining, mind you. But 
you'd think you'd start mixing your 
own drinks at these prices. 

The bartender starts on the drink. EZRA keeps looking around 
the bar, his knee shaking nervously. He makes eye contact 
with a man, ROLAND, across the bar. ROLAND is clearly drunk 
and is still nursing a hard drink. EZRA stares for a few 
seconds, then looks away timidly. He stares into his drink, 
feeling ROLANDS stare on his neck. It makes him 
uncomfortable . 

The bartender gives EZRA his new drink. 

EZRA 

Thanks . 

EZRA looks back towards ROLAND again. ROLAND has gotten up 
and is making his way toward EZRA, never taking his eyes off 
EZRA. He sits right next to him. 

ROLAND (TO BARTENDER) 
Hey, get me one of these, would 
you? 
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ROLAND points to EZRA'S drink. 

EZRA can finally get a good look at him. ROLAND is wearing a 
plaid shirt, unbuttoned at the top exposing a red 
undershirt. He's taller than EZRA by a head and is 
int imidat ingly muscular. ROLAND turns to EZRA. 

ROLAND 
How you doing, partner? 

ROLAND smiles and grabs EZRA'S neck a little too hard. EZRA 
ignores it but cannot hide a slight wince. 

ROLAND 
Name ' s Roland . 

ROLAND extends a hand. EZRA grabs ROLAND'S fingers and 
shakes awkwardly, never making eye contact. ROLAND keeps 
staring directly at EZRA'S face, never breaking his line of 
sight. He doesn't even seem to blink. 

ROLAND 

You know, my dad served too. Back 
in the twenties. He was an army 
man. Never let me forget it either. 
He came back from China with no 
arms. You know what he said to me 
when he came home the first time? 

EZRA looks to ROLAND. 

EZRA 

What's that? 

ROLAND 

Would you give your old man a hand? 

ROLAND laughs explosively, slamming EZRA'S back with his 
hand. EZRA reluctantly laughs through pursed lips. ROLAND 
has tears welling up at his eyes. The BARTENDER brings him 
his drink. ROLAND drinks it in one gulp without looking, 
just staring at EZRA. 

ROLAND 

Yeah, we didn't play catch quite as 
much after that. But you know all 
about that kind of stuff, don't you 
Ezzy ? 

EZRA 

How do you mean? 

ROLAND 

Well I mean you must have seen a 
couple guys get blown to bits over 
where you were, right? 



EZRA thinks. 
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EZRA 

A couple. 

ROLAND 
Any good stories? 

EZRA 

No. 

ROLAND 
Come on, nothing? 

EZRA 

No. 

ROLAND 

Ever pick up any spare parts for 
later? 

ROLAND begins laughing again. EZRA smirks, but his eyes 
remain nervous. 

ROLAND 

I'm just kidding! Lighten up! 

The TV murmurs in the background as ROLAND adjusts his 
position on the seat. 

ROLAND 

You know, I was gonna serve in the 
war . 

EZRA makes an amused face, but continues to stare into his 
dark drink. The rain gets heavier. 

ROLAND 

Yeah, my dad always wanted me to. 
He said that a man can only become 
a man when he serves a higher 
purpose. Do you think so too? 

ROLAND'S smile is completely gone. His face has started to 
redden. The air in the bar is heavy. 

EZRA 

I'm not really sure. 

ROLAND 

He said that his father had served, 
and so had his father. And he said 
that you'll serve too, Roland. 

ROLAND'S stare gets angrier. 

ROLAND 

Well my time came Ezzy. And you 
know what? 

EZRA doesn't respond. He's used to this. 
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ROLAND 

You and your boys came along. 

EZRA looks ROLAND in the eye fearfully. ROLAND stares back 
at him with a wide-eyed stare, face full of anger. 

ROLAND 

And now my dad won't even look me 
in the eye anymore. 

ROLAND has tears welling up but tries his hardest to 
suppress them. 

ROLAND 

He says that you ended it, Roland. 
That every goddamn generation of us 
have been warriors. And what are 
you? A fucking lazy coward. And I 
told him. 

ROLAND is fighting back tears, never taking his eyes off 
EZRA. 

ROLAND 

I told him that I tried. But they 
wouldn't let us enlist anymore. 
They said that the clones would do 
the fighting now. And I explained 
it to him. I did. And he just... 

ROLAND begins crying. EZRA keeps looking down, flinching at 
every movement ROLAND is making. 

ROLAND 

I hate you, and all the other 
goddamned clones that have no 
business being here. 

ROLAND grabs EZRA'S collar. EZRA stands and grabs ROLAND'S 
wrist defensively. His eyes dart all over, unsure of what to 
do . 

ROLAND 

You better leave this bar right 
now, Ezzy. 

ROLAND releases EZRA'S collar and looks at the bar with wet 
eyes. EZRA runs out of the bar and into the rain. 



